INSIDE  THE  WHALE

But it appears that to write successfully about such a
world you have got to believe in it.   One sees the
difference immediately if one compares Poe's Tales
with what is, in my opinion, an insincere attempt to
work up a similar  atmosphere, Julian  Green's
Mmuit.   The thing that immediately strikes one
about Mimtit is that there is no reason why any of the
events in it should happen.   Everything is com-
pletely arbitrary;  there is no emotional sequence.
But this is exactly what one does not feel with Poe's
stories.   Their maniacal logic, in its own setting, is
quite convincing.  When, for instance, the drunkard
seizes the black cat and cuts its eye out with his pen-
inife, one knows exactly why he did it, even to the
point of feeling that one would have done the same
oneself.   It seems therefore that for a creative writer
possession of the " truth " is less important than
emotional sincerity.   Even Mr Upward would not
claim that a writer needs nothing beyond a Marxist
training.   He also needs talent.   But talent, appar-
ently, ig a matter of being able to eon, of really
believing in your beliefs, whether they are true or
false.   The difference between, for instance, C&ine
and Evelyn Waugh is a difference of emotional
intensity.    It is the difference between genuine
despair and a despair that is at least partly a
pretence.   And with this there goes another con-
sideration which is  perhaps less   obvious:  tfcjat,
there are occasions when an " untrue '* belief is
more likely to be sincerely held than a " true

If one looks at the books of personal
written about the war of 19^18,, one
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